that day, I looked upon the sky as an uninhabited
region, and sometimes fancied that it was some
enormous workshop where calamities were in pro-
cess of manufacture, wars, and, perhaps, papa's anger.

The urchin twitched Frai^ois's sleeve.

"You haven't answered my question." Then, since
Francois seemed to be lost in thought, he added: "It
was the militia hid the treasure. They were quartered
here. Were you a militiaman?"

Franfois replied abruptly:

"I was nothing during the war."

"Rommel came here. There were enormous meals,
with turkey, which went on all night. It was my elder
brother who told us that the soldiers had buried some
treasure in the garden. My mother said I was to go
and look. But others got there before us."

There was a shout from the bottom of the cellar:

"Haven't you done talking to that chap? Stow it!"

The boy put the cigarettes in his pocket.

"It's getting parky. You looking for work?"

"You bet I am."

"Come back in a few days. If we've found any gold
you shall have your whack."

"How old are you?"

"Ten."

Then, after a moment's silence, with a scornful
note in his voice, he added:

"'s a matter of fact, I'm rising eleven. So long!
Straight on for Sainte-Veyres, but keep a good look-
out for the white arrow."

The boy limped away. The sound of pick-axes at
work had begun again, but more violently and with
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